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the false shadow wilfully, because at least her garments
glittered brightest. Sworn triflers of a lifetime, they
would not venture among the sober truths of life not
even to be truly blest.

All the hereditary pastimes of Old England were
transplanted hither. The King of Christmas was duly
crownecj, and the Lord of Misrule bore potent sway. On
the Eve of St. John, they felled whole acres of the forest
to make bonfires, and danced by the blaze all night,
crowned with garlands, and throwing flowers into ihe
flame. At harvest time, though their crop was of the
smallest, they made an image with the sheaves of In-
dian corn, and wreathed it with autumnal garlands,
and bore it home triumphantly. But what chiefly char-
acterized the colonists of Merry Mount was their ven-
eration for the Maypole. It has made their true history a
poet's tale. Spring decked the hallowed emblem with
the young blossoms and fresh green boughs; Summer
brought roses of the deepest blush, and the perfected
foliage of the forest; Autumn enriched it with that red
and yellow gorgeousness which converts each wild-
wood leaf into a painted flower; and Winter silvered it
with sleet, and hung it round with icicles, till it flashed
in the cold sunshine, itself a frozen sunbeam, Thus
each alternate season did homage to the Maypole,
and paid it a tribute of its own richest splendor. Its
votaries danced round it, once, at least, in every
month; sometimes they called it their religion, or their
altar; but always, it was the banner stall of Merry
Mount.

Unfortunately, there were men in the new world of
a sterner faith than these Maypole worshippers, Not far
from Merry Mount was a settlement of Puritans, most
dismal wretches, who said their prayers before daylight,
and then wrought in the forest or the cornfield till
evening made it prayer time again, Their weapons wore
always at hand to shoot down the straggling savage.